
The contention of the two famous Uoufe$ i 

Yourlegges did better feruice then your hands, * 

IPar. I, then twas my turne to flyc, but now t’is thine 
Clif , you faid as much before, and yet you fled. 

W'ar. T was not your valour Clifford dro-ue me thence 
Nor. No,nor your manhood# 7- trwic^f could makeyeefl 
Rich. Northumberland, Northumberland , we hold ^ 

Thee reuerently. 

Brcake off the parley, for fcarfe I can refraine 
The execution of my big fwolne heart, 

Againft that Clifford there, that cruell child-killer. 

Clif. Why I kild thy Father, calft thou him a childe? 

Rich. I like a villaine, and a treacherous Coward, 

As thou didft kill our tender brother Rutland, 

But ere Sun-let He make thee curlfe the deed. 

King. Haue done with words great Lords, 

And hcare me fpeake. 

Queene. Defie them then, or elfe hold dofe thy lips. 

Ktng. I prethee giue no limits to my tongue, 

1 being a King, am priuiledg’d to fpeake. 

Clif. My Lord, the wound that bred this meeting heere 
Cannot be cur’d with words, thereforebe ftill. 

Rich . Then executioner vnflaeath thy fword. 

By him that made vs all, I am r efolu’d 

That Cliffords man-hood hangs vpon his tongue. 

Edw. What fayft thou Henry, (hall I haue my right or no? 
A thoufand men haue broke their faff to day. 

That nere (hall dine, tnleffe thou yeeld the Crowne. 

War. If thou deny, their bloods be on thy head. 

For Torke in iuftice,puts his Armour on, 

Prin. if all be right that IP', 'trwtcke fayes is right. 

There is no wrong, but all things mull be right. 

‘Rjch. Whofoeuer got thee, there thy mother (lands, 

For well I wot thou hart thy mothers tongue. 

Queen. But thou art neither like thy Sire nor Dam, 

But like a fowle mifhapen ftigmaticke, 

Markt by the Deftinies to be auoideef. 

As venom’d Toaes, or Lizards fainting lookes. 
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Torke and Lane a H er. 

gicbilton of Naples.hid with englifh gilt. 

Thy 'father beares the title of a King, 
fa if a channell fhould be cald the fea ; 

Sham’ft thou not,knowing from whence thou art deriu’de, 

To parliethus with England* lawful! heyres ? 

Ed#. A wifpc of ftraw were worth a thoufand crownes. 

To make that (hamelelfe callet know her felfe. 

Thy husbands father reueld in the hart of France, 
find tam’de the French,and made the Dolphin ftoope ; 

^nd had he matcht according to his ftatc, • 

He might haue kept that glory till this day. 

But when he tooke a begger to his bed. 

And grac’d thy poore (ire with his bridail day : 

Then that fun-fninc bred a (howre for him. 

Which waflit his fathers fortunes out of France, 

And heapt feditions on his crowne at home. 

For what hath mou’d thefe tumults.but thy pride ? 

Hadrt thou bene meeke.our title yet had flept. 

And we in pitty of the gentle King, 

Had dipt our claime vntill another age. 

George . But when we faw our fummer brought thee gaine. 
And that the haruert brought vs no increafe. 

We fet the axe to thy vfurping rootc. 

And though the edge haue fomething hit our fclues. 

Yet know thou we will neuer.ceafe to drike. 

Till we haue hewne thee downe, 

Or bath’d thy growing with our heated blouds. 

Edw. And in this resolution, I defie thee. 

Nor willing any longer conference. 

Since thou denied the gentle King to fpeake. 

Sound trumpets, let our bloudy colours waue. 

And either viftory,or elfe a graue. 

Queene . Stay Edward, flay. 

£<«».Hencc wrangling woman, lie no longer flay* 

Thy words will cod ten thoufand Hues to day. 

EneMntm me, 

M Alarms, 




